150                 Memoirs of

In his absence everybody breathed again. The King's
heart was full to bursting with what he had just been
made to do; but like a woman who gives birth to two
children, he had at present brought but one into the
world, and bore a second of which he must be delivered,
and of which he felt all the pangs without any relief from
the suffering the first had caused him.

Again, on Sunday, the 27th August, the Chief-Presi-
dent and the Attorney-General were sent for by the
King. He was at Versailles. As soon as they were
alone with him, he took from a drawer, which he un-
locked, a large and thick packet, sealed with seven seals
(I know not if by this M. du Maine wished to imitate
the mysterious book with Seven Seals, of the Apoca-
lypse, and so sanctify the packet). In handing it to
them, the King said: "Gentlemen, this is my will.
No one but myself knows its contents. I commit it to
you to keep in the Parliament, to which I cannot give a
greater testimony of my esteem and confidence than by
rendering it the depository of it. The example of the
Kings my predecessors, and that of the will of the King,
my father, do not allow me to be ignorant of what may
become of this; but they would have it; they have tor-
mented me; they have left me no repose, whatever I
might say. Very well! I have bought my repose.
Here is the will; take it away: come what may of it, at
least, I shall have rest, and shall hear no more about
it."

At this last word, that he finished with a dry nod, he
turned his back upon them, passed into another cabinet,
and left them both nearly turned into statues. They
looked at each other frozen by what they had just